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llary Stanley having inherited from an uncle a High
land estate in Scotland. Lochgarra. visits it, accompanied
by a young: lady friend and her factor, Mr. Pnrdie, with
rue secret intention of reforming every abuse in its management.The first tenant she meets gruflfiy complainingof a tax added to the rent paid br the crofters for a
dy>e bnilt tu protect their land from floods, slio declares
it abolished. The evening after taking possession of

1 < »*tle Jieimra she re»olv*» that half or that tax, which
had been collected for thirty years, shall be restored to
the crofters.

Fnrdie. dininc with Miss Stanley and her companion,
over the wine discloses his peculiar bitterness toward
the tenants of the estate. He toils how, at his instigation,that young; ladv's late uncle drained the looh and
tore down the castle ia revenge because the natives
would not recognize changes in their names correspondingwith their changed ownership.
Donald flows, the owner of the remnant of the lTeimra

oii« uuy isiana, arrives on tno imjusi in ui» j»cni
fcirene, manned by (wo trusty Highlanders. Waiting for
night to fall hfl land* by tbe litrut of tbe stars his little

i cargo of smuggled Froucb brandy and stows it in "The
Cave of the Crowing: Cock." Li is men inform him that
some young crofters are ready at his word to cause tbe
obnoxious factor to be killed by some soeming accident,
lie warns tbem against so dangerous a crimeOHAPTElt

IV.
Next morning Mary went eagerly and joyously to tlie

window, for here indeed was a welcome change; no

wore louring heavens and streaming roads, but a

vast expanse of wind driven s?a, blue as the very
heart of a sapphire, and yet with innumerable sud
den flashes of white from the crests of its swift hurryingwaves. The sky cloudless, the fresh breeze blowingstraight in from the Atlantic, the world all shiningaround her.even those long spurs and hea,<Uauds,
sterile as they were, looked quite cheerful In the pre
vailing sunlight. And out yonder, too, was the
island of Heimra, to which her eyes would come back
again and again with a curious interest. She thought
of the lone mother and of the boy brought tip like a

wild go^t among the rocks. And if he had turned out
a reckless and unscrupulous ne'er-do-well, an Ishmaelwith his hand against every man; well, that was
a deplorable thing, though, perhaps, not to be wonderedat; moreover it could matter little to her what
such au outcast might think of her or of her family;
but, nevertheless, deep down in her heart thefe was au

odd and ever recurring feeling of compunction. She
wished to be able to say "I am sorry." Certainly it
was not she who had destroyed the last relic and monumentof the ancient name.who hod drained the loch
and levelled the old stronghold with the ground; and
ti<i must know that; but she wished lilm to know more;
she wished him to know how indignant she had been
when she first, heard of that monstrous and cruel act of
vandalism. And then again (as she still stood gazing
nl the island out there in the wide blue waters, with
the white l'oam springing high in the sunlight along
its southern coasts), it seemed to her that she rather
feared meeting this man. Rude and lawless and
mannerless, might hp. not laugh at her stumbling apologies?Or in his Highland pride he might scorn her
southern birth, and vouchsafe no word In reply?
Well, being sorry was all that remained for her; what
was done could not lie undone; it was not within
her power to briny back Castle Heinira from that
m ste of ruin.

She had got up very early, but she did not care

\o waken Kate, who was no doubt tired with the long
rlrivo of yesterday! she thought instead she would/
quietly slip outside and have some little in
tion of her surroundings, i-'o she Qi'iS^ilyfinished
iressing, went down through th^-^/ty oai< hall,
passed out uponIrrsce aud from thence

» -i^~*^^w^..->i^»'ended into t^iifgarden, where she found herself

j11air was sweet and soft; there was

I pleasant sceut of newly delved earth, and everywherethere was abundant evidence that the spring
kad already come to this sheltered space.for there
jrere masses of daffodils and primroses aud wallflowers
nil aglow in the warm sunlight, and there were

bunches of blossoms oil tho cherry trees trained up
the high stone wall. .She went away down to
the end of the garden, opened a door she found there
and, passing through, entered the wilder solitude of
the woods. And ever as she wandered idly and carelesslyalong the sense that she was the mistress and
owner of all these beautiful things around her
seemed to grow on her and produce a certain not unnatural,ioy and pride. For the moment she had forgottenall the problems in human nature and in economiesthat lay ahead of her; here she had all tho
world to herself.this pictureseque world of silvery
gray rock and golden gorse, and taller larch and
ijpnice, all dappled with sun and shadow, while the
fresh odors of the spring were everywhere around,
and a stirring of the new life of the year. And
then, when she had fought her way through the
thick underwood of the summit of one of the
westward looking cliffs.behold! the dark blue sea

uid the sunny headlands, and Eileau Heimra, with
.ts thunder shocks of foam. Heimra Island again;
it seemed to be always confronting her; but however
long she might gaze in that direction there was no

sign of any white winged yacht coming sailing out
into the blue.

And then she scrambled down from this height to
the water's edge, and here she discovered a most sequesteredlittle haven.a small, semi-circular bay shelteredfrom the land winds by rocks and trees, while
the pellucid green sea broke in ripples of silver along
the cream white and lilac pebbles. A most solitary
spot.and quiet, and sunny, and peaceful; she began to
think that whatever might be done with other portions
of her property she would keep this little bit of picturesqueseclusion entirely for herself. This surely
could be of no use to anybody.the pebbly bcach,
the rocks purple black with mussels or olive green
with seaweed, the clear green water whispering along
the shore. Political economy should not follow Her
tiilt her; here would be her place of rest.her pinet
of dreo ruing.when she was done with studying the
wants ot others and wished vo commune with her
imii souj.

But «11 of a sudden she found she was not
alone.a a apparition had become visible.a solitaryfigure mat had quietly come round the rocky
point, and was now regarding lier with dumb apprehension.This was a girl of about live-andtwentywho had something of an Irish cast of facefaircomplexioned, freckled, a tilted nose, gray eyes

^ wide apart and startled looking, and curly light
brown hair that was mostly conceaed by the scarlet
shawl she wore round her head and shoulders. She
regarded Miss Stanley with obvious fear and did not
advance; her eyes that had the timidity of a wild animaliu them had something more than that.they
seemed to say that the poor creature was but halfwitted.Nevertheless the young proprietress instantly
concluded that this was one of "her people," und
that, therefore, she was bound to make friends.

"Good morning," said Mary, and she brought her
wonder-working smile and dimple into play, as she
well knew how.
A quick light of wonder and pleasure sprang

into the cirl's eves. She came forward a little way
timidly. Sh3 smiled, in a pleading sort of fashion.
And then she ventured to hold out her hand timidly.
Mary went forward at once.

"I am very glad to make your acquaintance," sli9
aid, in her bland tones, "and you must tell me who
you are."

But the girl, taking the hand that was offered her,
bent one knee and made an humble and profound
curtsey (where shp could have learned this trick it is
hard to say), and then she uplifted her smiling and
beseeching eyes to the great lady (who was considerablytaller than she), and still held her hand, and repeatedseveral times something that sounded like
"Bentyurna veen.Bentyurna veen. "*

"I am very sorry I don't know Gaelic," said Mary,
rather disappointedly. "Don't you know a little
English''"

The girl still held her hand and patted it, and looked
into her face with pleased and wistful eyes; and
again she was addressed as "Bentyurna veen." And
then, in this unknown tongue, something more was
snid, of which Mary could only make out the slriglewordHeimra.

"Oh, do you come from Helmra Island?" she
asked quickly.

But of the girl's further and rapid speech she could
mako nothing at nil. So she said:.
"T am really very sorry: but I don't know any

Gaelic. Come with me to the house and I will get
some one to speak between us. Come with me to
Loriigarra House; do you understand?"

The girl smiled as if in assent, and therewith the
two of them set out, following a winding jialh
through the woods that eventually brought tliem to
tlie garden gate. Hut here a curious incident occurred.Mary opened the gate and held it for lier
unknown friend to follow, but at the same moment
ihc girl caught sight of Mr. Purdie, who had come
!!long for instructions, and was now in the garden
awaiting Miss Stanley's latum. The instant that
this stranger girl beheld the Little Red Dwarf she
uttered a quick cry of terror and turned ana fled; in
a moment she was out of sight in tho thick underwood.Mary stood still astounded. It wis no
us- of her trying to follow. And so, after a. second
or two of bewilderment she turned and went on to the
lions", paying a few words to Mr. Purdie in passing,
but not with reference to this encounter. Rome instinctsuggested that she ought to seek for information
elsewhere.

When she went into the dining room she found that
Kathchcn had cocio down, and also that Barbara was
bringing in breakfast.

"Barbara," said she, "do you know of a girl about

flainllghearna mhin.the gentle lady.

NEW TOR
hero who seems to be not quite In har right mind,
poor thing*' A fair «-omplexioned girl, who wears a

red shawl round her head and shoulders"
"Ob, that was Just Anna Olrmnach* that Miss

Stanley would be seeing," said Barbara in her soft
spoken wny.

"Aud does she come from Heinira Island"" was
th? n<>xt question.

"Oh, no, she is not from Eilesn Heimra," said Barbara."Maybe she would lie speaking to Miss Stan-
ley, ami it is about her mother she would 1)3 speaking.
Her mother cli«Kj about two years ago; but Anna thinks

has been changed into one of til© white sea birds
that fly alwut Eilein Heiuira, aud that's 1m? is coming
back, and so slw goss along the shore and watches
for her. That is what she would be saying to
Miss Stanley.*

"Barbara, can you tell me why the girls should be
afraid of Mr. Pnrdie?"

"Oh. well, indeed, ma'am, they were saying that
Mr. Purdie was for having her sent away to an
asylum; and It is no doubt Anna would rather bu
among her own people.''

"To an asylum';" Mary demanded sharply. "For
what reason? She does no harm?"

"There is no harm about Anna Clannaeh," said
Barbara. Dimply and seriously, as she busied herself
with the table things. "There is no harm at all
about Anna Glannach. poor girl. But when Mr. Purdiewishes a thing to be done, then it has to Ikj done."

The, hot blood mounted to Mary Stanley's face.
"Oh; do you think so?" said she, rather breathlessly."For I do not think so.not at all! it is not

Mr, Purdie who Is to be the master here.when 1 am
here. I will let Mr. Purdie understand that he is
not. to.to interfere with my people."

"Mary!" said Kate Glendinning, in an undertone.
Mary wasi silent; she knew she had been indiscreet.But presently she said:.
"Well. Kathchen. X see 1 must learn Gaelic."
"Gaelic," observed Kate, sententiously, "is n very

intricate key. and then when you've got it, and put
)t in the lcK'k, and tiirned.it, you lind tlie cupboard
empty."

"Perhaps so with regard to literature.T do not
know; but I want to lv» able to talk to the people
h»re, without the intervention of an Interpreter. Barbara,"said she, to the parlor maid, who had come
Into the room again, "do you know what 'Bentyurua
veen' !«'? "

"Balntighearna mhin?" said Barbara, with n. smile.
"Oh, that is 'the gentle lady.' And that is what
Anna Olannach would be calling Miss Stanley, I have
no doubt of that."

"Well, now, Barbara," Mary continued, "you must
tell me how to say this In Gaelic.'Am I welcome?'
What Is that, in Gaelic?"

But here Barbara became very much embarrassed.
"1 am sure it is not necessary that Miss Stanley

should say that.oh no, indeed," she answered with
averted eyes.

"1 am not so sure," said Mary in her direct way,
"I hope the time will come when I shall not have to
nsk such a question in going into any one's cottage;
but it present I am a stranger, and 1 must, make my
way gradually. Now Barbara, what is the Gaelic
for 'Am I welcome?' "

But still Barbara hesitated.
"If you would ask Mr. Purdie, ma'am, he would

give you the good Gaelic."
"No, r will not," said the imperative young mistress."I daresay your Gaelic is quite as good as Mr.

Furaie s.
"And you would be saying 'Am T welcome?' in

going into a houa??" saicl Barbara, slowly.for translationis a serious difficulty to the untutored mind.
"Oil, I think you would .iust say 'An e mo bheatha?'
But why would Miss Stanley lie saying such a thing
as thot ?"

" 'An e mo bheatha.?*.is that right? Very well!"
"And how will you understand their answer,

Mamie?" Kathebeu asked.
"1 will read that in their fares," was the reply.
It was quite clear that the young proprietrlx had

in nowise been disheartened by tills first interview
with one of her tenants on the previous evening.
This fair shining morning found her as full of ardententhusiasm, of generous aspirations as ever; and
here W8S the carriage awaiting them; and here jMr. Purdie. obsequious; and even hjfthc.hen 'y^e(]
forward with animation to getting view of
the estate. Then was entirelyheerfid; the spring,/^ was sweet around tbem: the
sunlight lay on |hr, iarChes and on the tall and
thlcfc-stggy;^ bushes of gorse that were all a. blaze
"f>jEold. But it was not of landscape that. Mary

'['"'Stanley was thinking; it 'was of human beings; and
the first human being she saw was a little old woman
who was patiently trudging along with a heavy creel
of peals strapped on her back

"The poor old woman!" she exclaimed, with an
infinite compassion shining in her eyes. "Doesn't it
seem hard she should have to work at her time of
life?"

"She's a. good deal better off than if she were in
Seven Dials or the Bowery," ssid Kathchen. "But
perhaps you would like to give her a, seat in the carriage?"

"You may laugh if you like," said Mary, quite
* ,A ** f»*Aiihl Ho innrp hp.Rimpiy. [111?, ll atjumt* IV IUP

coming if that poor old woman were sitting here and
I were carrying the creel. However, I suppose we

shall have, to liegiu with something more practicable."
But was it more practicable?.that was the questionsho had speedily put to herself. For no sooner

had they left the wooded "policies" and surroundings
of Lochgarrn House than they entered upon a stretch
of country the sterility of which might have appalled
her if only she had fully comprehended it. Land such
as the poorest of Galway peasants would hare shunned
.an Arabia Petroea.rocks, stones and heatherwaveupon wave of Hebridean gneiss, the ruddy-gray
knolls and dips and heights showing hard'.y a trace of
vegetation or of soil. And yet there were human
beings here, busy on their small patches; and there
were hovels, some of thom thatched, others covered
over with divots tied down by ropes; while now and
again there appeared a smarter cottage, with a slated
roof, and lozenge-panes of glass in the window.
Moreover, they had now come, in sight of the sea
again: yonder was a. far-stretching bay of silvery
sand; and out at the margin of the water, which was
at the lowest ebb, there were a number of people,
mostly women and young lads and girls, stooping at
work; while an occasional small dark figure, with a
hump on its back, was seen to be crossing the expanseof white.

"What are they doing, Mr. Purdie?" Mary asked.
They're cutting seaware for manure to put on their

.crofts," was the answer.
And at the same moment her attention was drawn

to a man not far from the roadside who. in his little
bit of rocky ground, was making use of an implement
the liko of which she had never seen or heard of.

"What is that, Mr. Purdie? Is it some kind of
spade?"

"Oh, just a foot plough.there's no other kind of
plough would be of any use in this district."

And nothing would do but that she must descend
and examine this novel method of tillage. She went
DOiajy up TO Hie uuiu. xavr >vlla .1 in, ic«u, r,..c. ...j

person, severe of aspect, who kept a pair of hawklikeeyes fixed on the factor all the time he rather
unwillingly answered her questions. For Mary, to
her great delight, discovered that this man could
speak English; aud she wanted information at first
hand; and indeed she immediately showed " very
definite knowledge of what she was after. The man
clearly did not like being cross-examined; atram and
agaiu lie resumed his delving operations with that
long coultered instrument that he worked with foot
and arms; but she would take no heed of his sullen
humor. What stock had he?.two cows, two stirks,
eight" sheep up on the common pasture, and a pony.
"What potatoes did he raise''.well, ho would plant
about two ban-els, and maybe get ten or twelve barrels.Did he make any meal?.hardly any; the cows
and stirks did not let Uis crops como to the threshing.
And so forth, until Mary said:.

"But I don't see where you get any capital to
work the croft, or to increase the stock If we could
give you more land. You don't seem, to be getting
any money."

"No, no money at alill" said the crofter. "Listen
to him," interposed Mr. Purdie, with an angry
frown. "Let me tell you this, Miss Stanley:.
That man gets twenty-five shillings a week, gillie'swages, when the gentlemen are up for ilie
shooting, anil besides that he litres his pony to them
at twenty-three shillings a week; and I suppose he's
just the one to cry out that not a sportsman should be
allowed to come into the country."

"Is it true that you get that money?" said Mary,
calmly.

"Ay, that Is true," he admitted, in rather a sulky
fashion; "but it is not from the croft I get the
money."

"Well, I am only making inquiries at present,"
said Miss Stanley. "I wish to know what improvementsare possible.I wish to know wha£ the people
want-."

But here, to her surprise, she was interrupted.
"A railway," said the tall, black-a-visad crofter.
"A railway," she repeated.
"Ay.a railway to JBonnr.
"A railway to Bonar Bridge?" she said, staring at

X,m? LUUll. "UUU fcUVNi nuurn mav '<v .? v/v»

fake your own case. You say you have nothing to
sell. Even if there were a railroad to Bonar Biidgj
.and there couldn't be, for the cost would be enormous,and there would be no traffic to speak of.but
supposing there were n railway, how would that
benefit you?"

He made no reply; be merely worked away with
the long and narrow coulter, turning up the poor
soil. So she saw'It was no use arguing with liim;
she bade him a cheerful "Good morning!" and came
away again.

And with a right gallant courage did she continue
ber house-to-house visitation, desperately trying to
win friends for herself, and wondering more and more
that she was so ill received. She was not accustomedto sour looks and sullen manners; and in castingabout for some possible reason for this stranga
behavior she began to ask herself whether she might
not get on better with these people if Mr. Purdio
were well away back in his office in Inverness. One
point struck her as being very i>ecnliar.not a single
man or woman of them asked for a reduction of rent.
She thought that would havo boon the Gist thing for
them to demand, and the simplest for her to consider;
but it was never mentioned Tr.ay asted for nil
kinds of other things.when they would speak at ail.
They wanted herring nets fro-i the government: they
wanted more boats from the government, and the instalmentsof repayment to be mads smaller; they
wanted the steamer to call In thrice a week, during
the ling season; they wanted t'oair arrears of debt to
the curers to bs» wiped off; they wanted more pasture
land; they wanted more arable land.

"As for pasture land," slid Kathchen, in nn undertone,as they were leaving one* of thes'j poor steadings,"I don't know whether you will iw able to persuadeMr. Watson to give up n slice of his sheep
farm; but as regards arable land, Mary, yoi should
tell those people they have made a mistake about,
you. You are not the Creator of the universe; you
can't make arable land out of nothing."

"Don't bp profane," said Mary, severely. "And
mind, I'm not going to have any glggiing disparagementof lay work I can tell you; it promises to bo
very serious."

Serious enough! When they got back to Loehgarra,
House iu the afternoon, her head was fairly in a
whirl with conflicting statements and conflicting demands.She knew not how or where to begin: the

..
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future s»cm<"i *11 in 9 maw: while the personal recep
tion accorded her (though she tried to think nothiuj
of that for the moment) had been distinctly repel
iant. And yet not satisfied with this long day'f
work, she would go down to the Tillage in thi
evening, to see what was expected of her there.

"I suppose I fan interfere?" she said to Mr. Pur
die. who was hating tea with them.

' Of course you are tte> superior; but where fees
h.ive lx-en granted, they have the land in perpetuity,
wnue you nave oniy ine rent

"Oh, I can't Interfere thou';" said she, with some

disappointment, that her sphere of activity aeemet
limited in t'uit direction.

"You can step in to see that the conditions of the
leases have been respected "

"But I can't do things'/"
"They'll let you do whatever ye like so long as i1

means spending money on them," said Mr. Purdie.
With grim sarcasm.

"The inn. for example?"
"The inn is different. Wo built the inn. Th<

landlord is only a yearly tenant."
'Wo will go down and sea him at once, if you

please, Mr. Purdie," said Mary with pi omptitude. "I
have a scheme in my head. KatUchen, are you
tired 5"

Katbchen laughed, and dragged herself from her
chair. Indeed, she was dead tired; but none th<i
less was she determined to see this thing out. Se
the three of them proceeded along to the village as
far as the inn.which was a plain little two-storied
building, with not even a sign hanging over the door;
and there they went into the stuffy little parlor, and
sat, down, Mr. l'urdie ringing the bell and sending for
the landlord.

"Aren't those things dreadful?" said Mary, glancingaround at the hideous stone and china ornaments
t.hoif .-Ii.a .. T,;-.i

cbuslng a yellow hare; bronze stags that eo;il<l only
have been designed in wild delirtnm; Impossible while
poodles on a ground of cobalt, blue, and the HUe;
while on the walls were two gaudy lithographs.German-lookingnymphs with actual spangles tn their
hair, and bits of gold and crimson tinsel round their
neck.

"I must hive all thi* altered throughout the cottages..'"
"Oil yes, Mamie,"' said Kathchen; "Syrian silk

hangings.Ilhodian dishes.a series of etchings "

But here was the landlord, a rather youngish and
shortish man, who seemed depressed and dismal, and
also a, little apprehensive.

"Well, Peter," said Mr. Purdie, in bia m»rry way,
"what are ye frightened for? Ye've got a face as if
ye'd murdered somebody. We're not going to raiss
your rent."

"It would be little use that.for I could not pay

"GOOD MOUSING," SAID MART.

it," said the sad lookng young man with the cadaverousgray face and gray eyes. , ** ,. '

Won't you take a >£^3Tfiley, inter
posing. 1 ^®^^^^^oposa 1 to make to you.""?^JijiSJB<^TTS*iiot answer, he remained standing
jgmiiHttf and in silence.

"It seems to nie." she went on, "that something
6hould be done to bring visitors here in the spring,
as well as the few that"come through this way to the
autumn. It would b8 a benefit all round.to the inn,
and to the gillies who would bo required, I meai
for the salmon fishing in the G-arra. Now I don't
particularly want the salmon fishing in the sprinj
months: and it seems to me If you were enterprising
you would rent it from me, and advertise it, and lei
it to two or three gentlemen who would come anc
live lu your house, and give you a good profit. Dc
you see^-"Ho answered not a word, he kept his eyes mostlj
fixed on tbs carpet, so she continued:.

"Gentlemen will go very far for salmon fishing
nowadays, so 1 am told; and you might give then
quiet quarters here, and make them comfortable, and
every year they would come back. And I should nol
be hard upon you in filing the rent. Indeed, I would
rather the proposal came from you. What do you
think you could afford to give me for the spring fishingIn the Garra?"

"Oh, as for that," said the young landlord, rather
uncivilly, "I do not sse that there should bo anj
rent. For the people about here were saying that
no one has a right to the salmon more than any one
else."

"Now you know you're talking nonsense," sai<'
Mary, with deeisiou. "For if every one had n rlghl
to the salmon, in a fortnight's time there would not
be a single salmon left in Ihe river. And besides,
do you forget that there is the law?"

"Oh. yes, Peter knows there is the law," inter
posed Mr. i'urdie, who seemed to be in a most fa
cetlous mood. "Not more than two months ago Petei
found that out when the Sheriff at Dingwall fined hirr
ten shillings, and ten shillings expenses for having
carried aud used a gun without a license. There If
quite sufficient of law in the land, as Peter has jusl

The young man's eyes were filled with a suller
fire: but lie said nothing.

"However," continued Miss Stanley, nQfc heedinj
this Interruption, "X would not insist much on rent,
T might even give you the spring fishing for nothing,
If yon thought it would induce the gentlemen to conw
and occupy the inn. It is an out-of-the-way place:
but perhaps you would not lie charging them verj
much either.not very much.I don't quite know whal
would be a. fair rent to ask "

"I would charge them 30 poiinds sterling a month,'
said be.

Shft looked up a (rifle indignant.
"Oil, I see. The fishing Is worth nothing whilf

I hare it, but it's worth SO pounds sterling a nionti
when you have it. is that how the matter stands'
Do you call that fair dealing? Well I haven't giver
you the fishing yet.not on those terms." She roseratherproudly. "Come, Kathchen. I think we mighl
go and have a look at this fishing that seems to altei
in value so remarkably the moment it changes hands'
We need not trouble you, Mr. Purdie. Good evening!'
This last salutation was addressed to the landlord,
who seemed to have no word of explanation to offer;
then the two girls went out from the inn, and walked
off in the direction of the river, which they had seer
in passing on the previous evening.

Mary was no doubt considerably hurt and offended,
and there were still further trials in store for her beforethe end of this arduous aud disappointing day.
She had proposed this excursion to the river chiefly In
order to gel. rid of Mr. Purdie; but when she and
Kathchen. found themselves by the side of Garra, n

...feuo v uu^u.i uiciv wiuu.i on, untu uuey n»a penetratedinto solitudes where the stream for tie most
part lay still and dark under the gloom of the steer
overhanging banks. There was something strangely
impressive in the silence and in ;he dusk; tor while a
distant range of hill flamed russet in the western light
.an unimaginable glory.the stealthily creeping river
was hero almost black in shadow, under the thick
birchwoods. And then suddenly she caught Kathcliai;
by the arm. Surely there was some oao there.a
figure out in the stream.a faint gray ghost In the
mysterious twilight't And then a startling thing occurred.The iigure moved and instantly on the black
and oily surface of the water there was a series oi
vivid blue-white circles widening out and out. and
slowly subsiding into the dark again. Each time the
gray ghost moved onward (and the t wo girls stood motionless,watching this strange phenomenon) there was
this sudden gienm (the reflection of the clear, shiningheavens orerheaO.) that lasted for a moment or
tuo, then the vague obscurity once more encompassed
this unknown poison, and he became but an almost
imperceptible phantom. And was here not some
sound in the all pervading stillness7.an occasional
silken "swish" through the air? Mary understood
what this was well enough.

"Ttint man is poaching." said she, calmly.and she
took no pains to prevent herself being overhead.
"And I suppose you and I, Kathchen, have no means
of arresting him, and finding out who he is."

Her voice was clear and, no doubt, carried a considerabledistance in this perfect silence. Immediately
after she had spoken there were two or three further
series of tho« flashing rings.nen ring the opposite
bank; then darkness again, ami stillness; the spectra!
fisherman, whoever he was, had vanished into the
thick birch wood.

But Mary Stanley made no doubt as to who this
was.

"Now T understand," she raid, bitterly, as sho
and her companion set out for home again, "why th-i
salmon fishing isn't worth thirty pounds a month
to me.when it does not belong to me! And now
X understand what Mr. I'urdie said about the poaching.andthe connivance of everybody around,
And yet I suppose Mr. Itoss, of Heirura, calls him
self fi gentleman'.' 1 suunose he would imt. iR-o tv*

called a thief? Well. I call him a thief! I call
poaching thieving.and nothing but thieving.what
ever the people about here may think. And I say II
Is not the conduct of n gentleman."

She was very angry and Indignant, and the mo
mcnt she got back to Loeligtrt'a Houso she sent fo;
tho head Keeper. In a faw minutes tho tall and
bushy bearded Hector presented hhnaoli' at the (loot
of t'.io room, cap in hand. A handsome man lie was,
with a grave and serious f.ate.

"Ts any one allowed to fish in that river whe
pleases':" she demanded.

i \u'3 not aware of any one fishing, ma'am," said
the keeper, very respcet fully.

"But is there no one watching?" she demandet
again. "Can any poacher who chooses havo the
run of tho stream? Does it belong to everybody'
Is it common property? Because.because X merely
wish to know."

Sba was a little breathless and excited; she did not
think she was l<elng dealt with fairly, and she saw
in the grave and reticent manne,- of the head
keepo- only an intention of screening the culprit
whoi: herself had by accident detected a little

"The listing in the Garra is not very pood in the
spring." siiid the weather browned Hector, "and we
were not tliinkios it was much use to hare a water
bailiff whatever."

"But. surely it i- your business to see that no
poaching goos on. cither on the river or anywhere
eiso? Surely that i« your duty? And if tliero word
no tisMng, would any one fish? You may trust a

poacher to know! I'm 8>>re," she went on with somethingof a hurt manner, "It is very littie I ask. 1 only
want to be treated fairly. I am trying to do my best
for every one in the place-1 wish to do what Is
right by every one.and it isn't bare justice I mean
to stop at, as I hops they will find out. Bute then
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I want to be treated fairly in return. And poachinj

; id not fair; nor do I think it fair that, you, as >

keeper, should make excuses for it, or try to srree
3 any one, whoever he may be."
» The man's face (mine rather psle.even under thi

weather tan.
"If Miss Stanley would be wanting to gat an

other game keeper." he said, slowly and respectfully
5 "I would not lie asking to stay."

"Oh, you would rather leave than Interfere wit
Sir. .." She did not complete the sentence. Sh

i turned a,wav anl walker) to the window. The fact if
I it had been a long and harrassLug day; her nerves bai

got unstrung, and all of a sudden a fit of belplessnes
> and despair came over her: it seemed impossible shi

could ever struggle against this misconstruction an
opposition and dislike.

Kathehen turned to the keeper.
"You need not wait, Hector," said she, in an un

derfone.
Then she went to her friend. Mary had brokei

» down completely and was sobbing bitterly.
"Mamie!"
"I.I am not used to it," she ssid, between hesobs."All day long it has been nothing bu

hatred.and- and I am not uned to being hate/1
What have I done to deserve it? I 'Wished to.t
do what was right by every one.and.and T trle<
my.my very hardest to make friends with every one
It is not fair "

"No, It is not," said Kathehen. and she took he
friend by the hand and led her back into the room
"But you must not be disheartened all at once. Giv<
tbora time. They don't understand you yet. Ant
I will back you to make friends against any one I evoi
knew: the fact is, Mnrv, you have always found it
so easy that when yon meet with a little trouble
you are terribly disappointed. Tbey don't liate you
thoss people; they don't, know you.that is nil."

And Indeed, the girl's naturally sunny temperament
soon broke through these glooms and bitter mortifications.

"After all. Kathehen," she said, good humoredly, "1
hare not quite lost a day; I was forgetting that 1
made one friend." There was an o.1d smile shining
from behind her tears. "It is true she is half
wltted, but all the same I am gln/1 that Anna Clanrtos.ltc-onnia.1 irt finnrnvo of mp. "

[CONTIJTCED NEXT SUNDAY.]

FATHER OF THE PUSH CANT.

CHAT WITH THK GENIDS WHO "STOCKS CP'
THE "FAK K-' A2CD STARTS HIM ON TO FOBTUNE.
Out of the madding crowd, through giant ninepinsof rolled paper and groups ol blackened ma

chiuists and crowding trucks, and past pie shopi
and screened gambling dens till your hurried pac«
drives you to the street centre, where at last yon
lincl no obstacle to quick progress but mud, anc

than .quiet!
You are in lower Ann street, with life fas:

throbbing left behind and deathlike quiet in th<
"Swamp" beyond.
Dodging a push cart loaded to the brim witl

musty novels, their musty titles making known
their morally cobweb bed contents, you rush 01

with Broadway haste, your nostrils filled with fetic
rag odors from nearby junk shops, till your ner

vous eye reads, among a mass of fellow creakeri
the sign "F. Brasher, Peddlers Supplied."

THE TEDLEK'S FRIEND.

Tvy^jrousfh a grimy, dark entrance you feel you:

way, bl,rst of K*114 a 8moi!
sky pane gives to*?liewi&£® ahead, when you sud
denlv find yourself in square room, pilet

' ceiling high with shelveg^SP which ari

» small paper boxes and packages
bundles innumerable, all in hopeless chaos
yet all looking cleaner for their contrast with th

r neighboring labyrinths of old bottles and tea lead
>all this at one glance, and then your eye lights 01

the other human occupant of this queer place am

yo ur start of surprise at sight o; him is answerei

by his quiet glance of pride of proprietorship a
his reeking shelves, and you know you are oon

fronting the "pedler's friend."
He's & pleasant surprise, this godfather of stree

shouters. Six feet tall, with a gentle, quiet voiei
that comes through pearly teeth, smooth shavei

1 and spotlessly linened, and he tells yon how hi
started in at eight years of ace to eari

his bread and pie, and you are surprised again t(
find that he's been at it twenty-eight years, am

'
you are convinced that mushrooms and soft crabi
must be his present diet, when he confidentially
tells you that ho can call ou his bank now foi
$50,0u0.

I'RIEND TO "SORE EYED" MERCHANTS.
"Sore eyed" merchants (h© says) are my oppor

tunity always.importers who bring novelties here
that won't sell till their optics are disturbed ai
constant sight of "dead" stock.

[ "Then they 6end forme. I make them an offer
If it's accepted my stock company of fakirs wii.
wheel thoir wagons up in front of the merchant's
store next day, iind sell to the public odds and

! odds that they would never have seen but for m?.
"They're a gref^public.they want quantity, not

quality; a sensaffonal name takes them always:L something that's going. Those McOinty ghosts
were hoodooed from the start, though.regulai' "stiffs" for selling.guess they've joined theii
father down bflow. Fountain pens are mightiei
than sword canes.can't got 'em fast enough- Sold
thirty thousand 'Krazy Sonutars,' as the boyE
call 'em. Another whack at wanamaker. Made
myself solid with the Graud Army iu Boston; had

' forty boys there to soil metlals and metal top canes.
My beys are 'hustling' in Chicago, bt. Louis, Baltimore,New Orleans.in fact, wherever there is ^
'public.'

HOW PRICES ABE FIXED.
> "Prices are five, ten, fifteen and twenty-five
> cents.never twenty. What don't sell at a quartet

slumps to fifteen, and a 'tenner' that fails to fetch
generally reaches the popular pocket at five. Wha<
don't catch on we 'slum'.shelve it, you know;

: but I know what's what, and we do precious little
'slumming.'
"My 'boys' are all steady, honest fellows. 1

stoek them up,' they sell, the risk is mine. It's e
steady living all year round for them. I have sixtj
of them off and ou, and I 'put off $25,000 worth oi

1 otherwise unsalable merchandise and novelties
1 every year.

'Occasionally the boys get the common ailmeni
of 'big head.' A few days or weeks of good 'sell3'
may line a fellow's purse with twenty-five -bones.
He then rests on his oars', eats at Hitchcock's anc
dissipates at Miner's or the 'London' till it's al
gone. Then he's ready for work again."

EASILY RECTIFIED.

Beporter.You made a mistake in giving me vhii
assignment.
City Editor.Impossible. I never made a mistaki

in my life.
Reporter.That may be. but the man is alive

You seut me for his obituary.
city jsaitor .wen. wuai 01 mai. luun. vuu

to correct such trifles. Just go back and kill him.

DINKA i'ORGET.

i.

Forget that time has moved the world away
fcix generations from an Id Scotia's day.
Whereon she sang by mouth of Minstrel Burns
fcweet songs and true, to which the heart still turns.
Forget the miracles that mau has wrought,
The incarnations of immortal thought:
The steam winged village o'er the railway whirled;
The electric voice that clicks across the world;
The magic trumpet that o'erreaches space,
Brings voice to voice, when face is far from face,
lorget the wonders that tho school child learns.
The better to hear the singing: preacher, Burns,

lr.

Oh, gifted soul! to Scottish hearts how dear!
Vvhoao stirring strains sound earnest and sincere;
Who now strikes up tho rant and now tho Psalm;
Now Hobs with Mary and roars out in Tarn;
Whoso amber wit surrounds the homeless mouse
And gives to it an everlasting house:
Vvhoso humble coUer, with h;s simple heart.
Now sits exalted in a niche apart;
Who caught the jolly beggars in ihe act.
And made silk put se of that sow's ear of fact:
Whose songs were words and music at their birth.
And voice our glory, sorrow, love and mirth.
Oh, sterling soul! whose living words inspire;
Too great to piay buffoon for lord or squire;
Who cared no more for new light than for old;
Who |u iho cause of truth v.ras rash, but bold;
W Uohu faith embraced tho brotherhood of mau:
Who lived and died a true repubifeaii.

HI.
Dinna forget, though Burns is ma'!e a text
On which the eiect of this world and the next.
'J he rich and righteous-now delight to dwell,
They come unbidden to the poet s well.
Pair folks alone are Burns' rightful heirs!
>or them ue sings, his heart and soul are theirs:
Their customs, habits, manners, loves, hopes, joys,
'1 he warn and woof his master hand employs.
J>inna forget, for all that folks now say.When Burns, tho bard, was living out his day,
'J he guinea stamp did not make current goidOf the precious ingots from his mind'» rare mould.
£ave for a nine days* n asquerade of power,

> The Ireftk. the fad, the fancy of the hour;An unco for the <'a!odonian Hunt
Of rough adversity he bore the brunt.
They entertained iio angel in bis case.
But opened the door to shut it in his f«ee!Linna forget, were Burns this Hav alive.
At his crack trade of critic he would thrive;

i f rom Ur. Hornbooks u;eir pretensions snip:
The llolv Willios Gcourgo with satire's whip;
The wealthy 'MonUarpntes" would tino'y scorn,
And learn anew that "inun was made to mourn.''

'/ Dinna forgot, weie Burns alire tbis day.
With these ean:e bitter things to sine and *ay,
He still would hear the uneo quid's reproof.
lie sitll would seo the gentry stand aloof;
And, blown about by pride end passion's breath,
W ould reach bis heart's desire.after death!
Dinna forget that Knrns could not eHcape
The fate that follows us in many a shape;
Thai -vbich he was he was In sheer despite
Of all our systems' rules of wrong and right.
Dinna forget, no mat) can master fate.
llowe'or so wise or witty, learned or great.
And Scotia's bard w.is human to the core;
He lived and died as turns.no less, no mors,

The Scot to whom the world sends greeting.
The bard we weary not repeating.
The Burns whose star fs fixed, unfleeting,

In heaven set;
The man with heart for puir folk beating.

Dinna forget!
.fftmfer JVacCu'.locA.

\

>LE SHEET.

rPLAYING FOOTBALL
- IN A SWIMMING TANK,
h *

How the New York Athletic Club
» Practises the New Game

of Water Polo.

SCHLESINGER VERSUS GUS SUi\DSTROM
P

j New Rules of the Sporfc and a

Xational Association Soon
r To Be Formed,

j .

A new impetus has been given to indoor games
. in well equipped athletic clubs this season. Water
. polo is the name of this new impelling force, and

unless an athletio club is particularly well equipped
it cannot be played during the winter season.

This is how it came about, for games that are

[ worth playing do not happen like freaks and Presidentialnominations, but are brought about by a

well considered and well dirscted movement.
For many years in the New York Athletic Club

there lias been Charles Tackier Sohlesinger, a prosperousbroker, who lives on Washington Heights,
at the club or on Travers Island, depending upon
the season of the year, and makes it a rule to let
business interfere with athletics as little as possible.He has been captain of the club football team
when clubs and not colleges were leaders in this
dangerous pastime. He is at present treasurer of
the American Football Union, and tho other officeshe has held.and well held, too.would fill a

; small blue book.
s Mr. Schlosinger is one of the favorite pupils of

Gus Sundstvom, the champion swimmer of the
L world and the instructor of swimming in the club.

Mr. ScUlesinger can do tho "corkscrew" and the
V tlirtW find nth»v thlncrc tl>of ti»rr omofAiiw

t D»E or THE 1BICK8 OF

swimmers' souls, and enjoys swimming afts2]^*9
well as he does football. Some time ago he discord"

t ered that the old water polo game.* ridiculous
s and frirolous sport, played with old time "shinney"
1 sticks by m«n who straddled kegs in a swimming
3 tank.had been so changed and improved that it
1 was really worth playing, and he decided to look
5 it up.

1 IT CAME FROM ENGLAND.
3 Jt was found in Boston and Providence in the
^ leading athletic clubs, whose members are more

agile when it comes to taking up imported Anglican
ideas than are their bretliren of Gotham, and it
was brought here two months aco. After its suotcessful introduction by Mr. Schlesinger it was

taken up by the Manhattan club and will be a

| feature of indoor sports in clubs that have suitable
, swimming tanks from this time on, unless I am
I very much mistaken.

way it snouia be called water polo now that it
has been made a sensible amusement no one whom
I have been able to see knows. It Is really toot
ball, played with the hands, and during the short
time that the game lasts it will give points to outdoor,hard ground Yale-Princeton football and dis|count it in excitement.
The New York Athletio Club has not organized a

team yet, but it has two preparatory teams in training.One is captained by Mr. Schlesinser and the
other by Gus Sundstrom. There are six players on

each side, and two or more practice games are
played every week. One is invariably played on
Sunday afternoon at a convenient after dinner
hour.

I want to the game last Sunday. The artist sat at
one end of the big tank on a rail that, in sharp>ness, was a compromise between the top rail of an
Ulster county rariner's fence and his beet Sunday

[ razor. Next to him stood Walter Schuyler, the
t president of the club, who knew too mucn to sit

down, having had experience. Between the artist
' and myself came the judge, or to be more exact,
i one of the judges.Mr. Ed ward Berry. Now Mr.

Berry is not a large man. President Schuyler
i would make two of him in size, and Captain Schlesingerwould make one and a half and have a few

ounces to spare. But when it comes to swimming,
I and particularly to water polo games, he is a giaut
1 in enthusiasm.) A threatened attack of pneumonia,

and the presence of two restraining arms that belongedto a Irlend, were all that prevented his
jumping into the water on several occasions, especiallywhen ho saw big Gus Sundstrom leap out
of the water like an excited frop and seat himself

5 on an opposing player's head in an interesting
tackle.

j A SHORT GAME.
Of course you know how long it takes to run a

horserace. Some one who knew what he was talking

A LONG THROW.

about described ahorse race somewhat as follows:.
He *ai<l that there was a big crowd with a lot of men,
half as many w omen and a few horses. When the
borsos started round the track everybody yelled
sometbins different and he looked for an instant
in his hand to pee what was the name of the horse
he bet on. When he looked up all was comparativelyquiet. The horses had stopped running, lie
itt; haif paralyzed with astonishment. He was a
new man on 1he tiack.
"Did Saltpetei win?" he managed to gasp to his

nearest neighbor.
'Saltpeter! Thunder! He's a back number.

The hosses is just linin' up for another 30. It
rtou't pay to go ter sleep at a track. You'll have
ter look at the board 'bout Saltpeter. I ain't no
ancient historian."

Well, it is somewhat the same way with water
polo. Tiiero is a whistle, a splash, yells, more
yells, still tnore yells and tho game is over. Last
Sunday six coals were made in twenty-five mm-
utes. Th!s included the time it took to get the
players out of water, on to the platforms and
ready for another go at tue ball, but did not include
five minutes of intermission between the two
halves of tue game.
Here were tho two sides:.Itcds.Charles T.

Sohlesinger, centre rush; William Murray, left half
back; H. E. Toussaint, right half back; C. E. Knob-
lauch, quarter back; C. J. Kintner and F. O. Hau-
bold, goal keepers.
Blacks.Gus Sundstrom, centre rush; James

Cavauagh, left half back; Charles Enocdler, right
half baok; C. Beecroft, quarter back; E. E. Dickey
and E. J. Hauboid, goal keeper*.

THE FUTURE TEAM.
From these two team's and from some other playerswho did not play last Sunday 51r. Sch'esingerwill make up a regular team in time. The choice of

the men rests entirely with him, as he has been
regularly chosen by the clab captain of the forth-
coming team. Of course Snndstrom and Cavanagh
cannot be member* of it, as tboy are the professionalin?truclors of tlie club. This is why the newteamwill feel sad every time it plays a match game,
for blgGus Snndstrom and his rotund assistant are

great swimmers.
It might bo well to give the rules of the game,

especially as they have never been printed before,
having only been arranged by Captain Schlesiuger
a fortnight ago in Boston, after consultation with

i. I
tbe local ciub. In a few weeks the Boston, Prori- M
dence, New York and Manhattan Athletio clubs will
send delegates to a conference, where regulations
will be established for match games, and these new
rules will probably govern the sport in the main.
Here are the rules:.

THE NEW RULES.
The ball to be an Association Football No. 3. painted

whito, not less then eight inches or more thau niao
inches in diameter.
The goals to be hoards four feet long and twelve inches

wide, marked with "'lioal" in lursro letters, one to be
placed at either end of lank, eighteen inches shove water
line.
To seers a goal the bonrd must be touched by tbe ball

in the hand of an opposing player, and tbe greatest numberof goals to eount game.
The contesting teams shall consist of six a side, with

one reserve man w ho can take the nlace of one of hi*
side in case of disablement and receive prize if on winningside.
Time of play, twenty minutes.ten minutes each w*y

and livo minutes' rest at half time.
The captains shall be playing members of teams they

represent, and shall toss for choice of ends of tank. The
ooai iu db cdhiipea ai. hsu iitne.
The referee shall throw bull in centre of tank, the start

for bull only to be made at sonnil of whistle. -4
Ball going out of the tank to be thrown iu centra oppositewhere it crosses bounds.
Mo player is allowed to Interfere with an opponent un1shhsuoti an opponent is in actual contact with the bail,

or within three feet of it. Any player transgressing this
rule shall be guilty of a foul. It shall also be a foul to
hold any player by any part of his costume.
A mark shall bo made four feet from each goal on side '

ef tank and a line drawn across. No player may come
within his opponent's goal line until the ball isputin
play within it. The goal keepers of the side are alone
exempt from this rule. It shall be a toul to cross the
line ahead of the ball.
Upon a goal being gained the opposite teams go to

their own end of the tank, and the ball Is thrown by
ret'ereo into the centre on play being resumed. '

Teams shall have an umpire at each goal line, who,
npon goal being made, shall notify referee, who will
blow a whistle and announce the same.
The referee shall decide all fouls, and if ir. his opinion

a player commits a foul he shall caution the team for the
first offence, and for the second said team making a foul
shall forfeit one goal. After a foul Is made the ball shall
bo placed in play by reforeo throwing hall in centre ef
tank, restart to be made at sound of whistle.
iime occupied by disputes shall not ba reckoned as in

the time of play.
HOW THE GAME BEGINS. i

The game begins with the blowing of a whistle
by the referee and the throwing of the ball into
the water from the middle of tlie tank. Now the
tank where this game was played is a rather roomy
receptacle. It is sixty-eight feet long and eighteen
feet wide. At the north end it is seven feet deep **

and five feet six inches at the south end. It is
large enough to give a man all tne exercise he can
take comfortably in half an hour or so of time.
Before the whistle sounds the twelve players put
themselves in line, six at each end of the tank, and
assume the attitude of that pretty little plaster
cast called "The Diver." The centre rush is in the
middle of the line. The whistle blows, a ball falls
on the water, the men who sit along the side of the
tank are drenched with water and the fun begins.
And is it fun?
Two men reach the ball almost at the same instant.They are the centre rustles.the fastest

swimmers in the teams, bchlesinger gets it first
and tosses it over his head to Toussaiut, who is
directly in bis wake. Toussaiut has ideas. In a
dry land game he would be called "fly," in politics
he would be stvled a "schemer" and in water nolo J
be is termed "foxy," though why that term of all
others should be applied to a swimmer is more
than I can tell.
But to resume. Toussaint hides the ball under a

generous palm and swims as though he had never
seen a football. When he reaches Schlesinger's
side he touches him throe timos. This is a signal, I
and the diplomatic halfback slips the ball between H
his captain's legs. From this juncture on the reds
have a picnic. Schlesinger swims quietly but MM
swiftly to the goal of the blacks, and getting just
outside the four foot line, drops under water,
cornea up unexpectedly with the ball in his hand
and touches the board.
After this, they "line up" again, and the cheers

that greet the winning of the second goal shake
the building. Gus Sundstrom gets first to the ball.
Then the champion disappears. The reds scatter
in search of the rubber. Before they can clear the
water from their eyes the goal is made. Gus has
swum half the length of the tank under water and
has won the first victory for his side.

SOH1XSINOER WINS APPLAUSE.
The third goal is the result of pluck, strength

and good swimming. Captain Schlesinger gets the
ball and swims direct to the goal of the blacks,
breaking through the tackle line. It is the quickestgoal of the game, and it is so well played that
half of the five minutes' intermission that follows
is ?50isy with cheers and such remarks as "Good

r*>f..^>>'.i!»rlcy!" "That's a corkin' play!" "Bully for
vou'"' anT^-hiitaga'n''' BUff0rs ,n a water

tank. Knoblauch get^h^ba^'^Lj1 ^I/.
Toussaint, who touches the board
strom discovers where the ball is. And that is
good play, because, as a rule, Gus knows wnero the
ball is.
The fifth goal is made by Captain Schlesinger.

There have been pretty plays before, but this is the
prettiest of them all. The ball is passed und<>r
water to nim by Knoblauch, and he gets it into the
hollow of his back and gets his back against the
side of the tank by a species of xegerdemain known
only to expert swimmers. Then he treads water
industriously and helps the other tellows to bunt
for the ball. It is great sport. It is more.it is excitingsport. Big Gus comes down and hustles the

A KUSH FOB GOAL.

players around, for tricks have been played on him
before, and he is beginning to grow "foxy" himself.

A NEAT PLAT.
At the proper time the captain of the reds leaves

the crowd that has gathered around him. He axeoutesthis manoeuvre in a masterly way. Hedisappearsfrom sight. He has already, with an air
of beautiful simi>licity, shown to his opponents H
that he does not, snow where the ball is, and <inr- ,

ing this exhibition he has managed to get the bail
between his leas. When he disappears be swiiu*
with his hands and under water, keeping the balJ
safely in place until he reaches the "opposite goal
and wins it.
The sixth and last goal is won by "Jim" Cavanach

by an under-the-surface swim, such as Gus employedearlier in the game, and the sport comes to 1
an end.
In this brief outline of the game I have only mentionedtho leading features of the play. There are

others that deserve record. There was one when Jfl
Gus got the ball and sat down with it on the buttornof the tank and waited until the crowd passed
by. Then he came up and resumed his public
playing. It was brilliant work, but it failed to win.
Another play was when Gus climbed on toj) <'t'
Kintuer's shoulders.big Kintner (the best goalkeeperin the club).and 6at down on him, calmly
pressing his face against the tiled bottom of the H
tank. That was a good.very good.but a losing
tackle, because Kintner had already disposed of
the ball.
These were a tew of the incidents of the game.

Among the others was the breaking of a player s
toe. He hit it against an opponent's head and Dr.
Austin Flint was called down from his regular Sundaybilliard game to set it.

l.p.r. nifl ray in conclusion that this was a frianrllv
game. When tho New York's team plays against
the Manhattan's, then there will be excitement
that will go down to fame spelt with a capital "h"
and accompanied by a clamor that nothing outside
of Wagner's inusic has ever been able to reproduce.

TOO INDULGENT BY FAR.

THE IRREPRESSIBLE SMALL BOT, THE KIND
PARENT AND THE NEW MINISTER.

"Yes," said Mr. Easyman to the Eev. Dr. Prudent,
the new minister, who was paying his parishioner
a friendly visit, "you are unquestionably right. I
do not believe in being over stern with children. >

Now mine treat me as they would an elder brother
or playmate. No scampering up stairs when they **

hear my latch tey turn in the door. Not much!
Make your homo cheerful.that's my motto."

A. frowsy haired youth of some six summers appearedon the scono at this juncture. After eying
the clergyman critically for a moment he broke out
with:.
"Say, pa. what's a jav ?"
An ominous frown settled upon the brow of the

indulgent parent as he replied:."A jay, my sou,
is a rather showy bird, having a low, erectile crest
of feathers and "

"But, pa, they can fly, can't they ?" v

"Certainly, my boy. They are noted, too, for
their propensity to chatter and, for instance, to
ask foolish questions." The frown deepened as the
boy went on :.

'But how can they fiy. pa, without any wings?"
My son, I think 1 heard your ma calling you a

few moments ago "

1C«, I'O. JU k<-"1'K> n 1 UfllU you IBii li'-t

last night that our now minister was a regular jay,
1 just wanted to come in here and see whother he
could fly. Say, mister (to the astonished clergyinau),you ain't got any feathers, have you?" 1W
There was a sudden rush on the part of the in- >

dulgent parent, followed by the sudden disappear- '

ance of the youthful inquisitor. Then came a seriesof discordant howls from the hall beyond.
"My dear sir," observed the parent upon enteringthe room, "while I admit that I am a kind and

indulgent parent.why!"
At this point the front door was heard to slam

violently. The minister had disappeared and now
Mr. Easyman is talking about renting w in anotherchurch.

KOT bYNONYMOUS.
Grace 'of Portcheater).Your engagement broken !
Louise (of >ew York) -Yes. Father found that

he was rapid.Grace.Itapid? What does rapid signify?
Louise.Fast, you know.
Grace.How odd to use the terms synonymously,

and In a city where rapid transit trains run, too.


